Lottes Labour slojl* 

Boy. Then I am fur® you know how much the groffefuia 
of deuf-aceamauntsto. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more then two. , 

Boy. Which the bafevulgar call three. 

Br. True. B oy. Whyfiristhis fuchapecceofftudy?Now 
heer’s three ftudied,ere you’ll thrice wink, &how eafic iristo 
put yeeres to the word three, and ftudy three yeeres in two 
words the dancing horfe will tell you. 

Brag. A moft fine Figure. 

.S^rToproueybua Cypher. 

Brag . 1 willhercuponconfefie I am in loue : and as.it isbafe 
for aSouldiertoloue; fo am I in loue withabafe Wench. If 
drawing my fword againft the humour of afteftion, would deli- 
uer me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take Defire 
prifoner , and ranforae him to any French Courtier for a 
new dcuis’d curtfic, I thinke fcorne to figh, me thinks I fliould 
out-fweare Cupid. Comfort mee Boy , What great menhauc 
beene in loue? 

Boy. Hercules Matter. 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules : more authorise decre Boy, 
name more ;and fweet my childe let them be men of good re- 
pute and carriage. 

Boy. Sampfon Matter he was a man of good carriage, great 
carriage ,for he carried the Towne-gatcson his backelikca Por* 
ter : and he was in loue, 

B rag. O well- knit Sampfon , ftrong ioyuted Sampfon : I doe 
exceirthee in my rapier, as much as thou didft mee in carrying 
gates, I am in loue too.Who was Sampfons loue my dcare Moth. 

Boy , A Woman Matter, 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of al] the foure, oi the three, ox the two, or one of the 
foure. 

Brag. Tell mee precifcly of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of the fea-water Greenofir. 

Brag. Is that one of the foure complexions? 

Boy, As I haue read Gr, and .the bett of them too, 

B rag. Greene indeed is the colour of Loucrs : but to haue a 
Loue of that colour, me thmkzs Sampfon had fmallreafonforit. 
Hclurcly affcfjfed herfor her wit. ' ' '• 

Boy. 
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Loues Labours loft. 

Boy. It wasfo fir, lor fhc had a grecne wif . 

Brae. Mcloueismoft immaculate white and red. 

Bof. Mott immaculate thoughts Matter, are mask’d vndcr 

filch colours. , . r 

Brae. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy ^ My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue aliift mee. 
Bra<r. Sweet inuocationof achildc,molt pretty and paths- 

Boy. If (hebe made of white and red. 

Her faulcswill nere be knowne : 

Forblufli-in cheekes by faults are bred, 

Andfearesby pale white fiiowne : 

Then if Ihe feare, or be to blame. 

By this you Hull not know, 

For ftill her chcekcs polIelTc the fame. 

Which natiuefhe doth owe: 

A dangerous rime matter againft the real on of whit e a nd red. 
Brae. Is there not a Ballet Boy, of the King and the Bogger ■! 

“ Mmmm 1 1 1 C C. - x L. Cl C 


Bo 
sges 


oy. The world was very guilty of fuch aBallec fome three 
a g Vi fince, but I thinke now’ds not to be found: or if it were, 
it would neither feme for the writing, nor the tune. 

Brag. I will haue that fubieft newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digreffion by fome mighty prefident. Boy, J doe - 
jou<° that CountrCy girle that I tooke in the Parke with the ratio- - 
nail hinde Coftard : fliedeicrues well. 

Boy . To be whip’d : and yet a better loue then my Matter, . 

Brag. Sing Boy, my fpirit growes heauy in loue. 

Boy'. And that’s great marucll, louing a light wench. 

Brag. I fay ling. 

Boy. Forbeare till this company bepafto 

Enter flownc, Confrah!e ) and Wench. 

Confl. Sir, the Dukes pleafure, is that you kcepe (foulard 
Me, and you mutt let him take no delight, nor no penance, but 
hee mutt fatt three dayes a we<-ke: for this Damlcll.l muftkeepe 
her at the Parke, fhe is alowdfor the Day-woman. Farc-you well. 

Exit, 

Brag. I doebetray my felfe withblufliing : Maids. 
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